Digitized 

by  the  Internet  Archive 

i 

in  2014 

https://archive.org/details/sefer2012sefe 


Sefer  20 


Editors: 
Alyssa  Weaver 
Anna  Parker 

Staff: 
Tanja  Sarmiento 
Rachael  Franks 
Gabby  Herrera 

Andi  Dyson 
Chasity  Jordan 


Faculty  Advisors: 
Jeremy  Jones 
Celeste  Pottier 


2 


The  Sefer  is  written,  edited,  and  produced  by  students 

of  Charleston  Southern  University.  The  views 
expressed  within  do  not  necessarily  express  the  views 
of  Charleston  Southern  University's  administration, 
faculty,  staff,  or  general  study  body 


3 


CONTENTS 

POETRY 

Koryn  Yarosz 

Him  the  Greenhouse 

7 

Heavenly  Mechanics 

8 

Port-Au-Prince 

9 

Christopher  Stone 

I  Am 

10 

David  Bowen 

Sweet  Land  of  Liberty 

11 

nil   •     1   *            a  i          a  x  t 

Thinking  About  You 

12 

Michael  Woodard 

Cross  My  Heart 

14 

Parker 

Unending 

i  z: 

16 

Matt  Woods 

OlllOUUl  1  dlKlllg  IVlUIlalCl 

1  7 

l  / 

April  Single tary 

The  Same  Gospel 

18 

Barrel  Kemmerlin 

Who  I  Am 

20 

Jordan  Stauffer 
Weatherworn 


22 


4 


Sarrah  Stickland 

The  Girl  With  No  Name  23 

Why  24 

Because  26 

Gabby  Herrera 

Observations  on  All  Saints  Day  27 

At  Night  30 

Salvation  From  a  Pine  3 1 

I  Pried  Open  the  Teeth  of  the  Sun  32 

Tanja  Sarmiento 

Human  for  Sale  34 
Stitch  by  Stitch  35 

PROSE 

Rachael  Franks 

A  Good  Old  Friend  37 

Chelsy  Clark 

A  Yankee  Revisited  38 
Lakishia  Harrison 

Camp  Meeting  40 
Chris  McGill 

Daniel  42 

Collin  Fuller 

Sacrifice  Unnoticed  47 

Alyssa  Weaver 

At  Eternity's  Shore  50 


5 


Drew  Willborn  52 
Shiny 

Monique  Gaboriau 

Mint  54 

ART 

Tiffany  Anderson 

Daffadown  Dilly  6 

Jessica  Nkwocha 

Black  Tears  33 
Jordan  Stauffer 

Some  days  36 
Cedrick  Bowen 

Generations:  Future  of  Our  World  55 


Congratulations  to  Monique  Gaboriau  for  winning 
this  year's  Sefer  Cover  Art  Contest. 
Her  piece  is  titled  "Spirit." 


6 

Poetry 


"Daffadown  Dilly,"  Tiffany  Anderson. 

Painting 


7 

Koryn  Yarosz 

Him  the  Greenhouse 

I  see  you  mounted  on  a  hill; 
the  sun  shining  through 
your  windows. 

I  walk  with  my  head — my  eyes  down, 
covered  in  frost, 
in  stasis. 

You  left  the  door  open  today 
and  warmth  spilled  down. 
It  melted 

my  hands,  and  the  large  freckle  that 
sits  between  my  two  collar  bones. 
I  floated  toward  you,  gently, 
tugged  by  some  outside 
force.  Scent 

of  tulips,  figs,  and  soil  flooded 

frozen  senses.  I 

awakened 

out  of  a  lonely  slumber. 

Frost  slipped  down  my  nose. 

Chilled  clothes  formed  puddles  around  my  feet. 

An  Oak  stands  at  the 

center  of 

you.  I  am  curled  inside  its  roots. 
Eyes  closed — waiting  for 
my  heart  to 
thaw 
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Heavenly  Mechanics 

gray  lens  pupils 
wash  bright — 
ear  drum  shards 

weld  back — 
warmth  spreads 
up  and  over 
a  broom  of  feathers 
sweeping  tickling 
chasing  in  to  out 
shaking  the  palm 
spilling  down  the  head 
crackling  crinkling 

the  heart  shell  heals 
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Port-Au-Prince 

Fatherless.  Plowed.  Ransacked  by 
egos  and  hurricanes. 
Let  me  show  you  how  I  feel  it: 
The  infant  cries  out 
a  boy 
a  man 

he  grows.  Fumbles  untrained 

into  a  city  of  tents — 
a  flock  of  unsettled  seagulls. 
White  sailcloth 
dots  the  land — 
move 
shift 
and  beg 
The  infant  cries  out. 
I  will  hold  him 
and  tell  him  he  is  a  Prince 
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Christopher  Stone 

I  Am 

I'm  blue  jeans  and  t-shirts 

With  knee  holes  that  don't  hurt 

I'm  bass  guitars 

And  gazing  at  stars 

firing  words  'cuz  this  is  my  art 

flowing  freely  from  my  heart 

I'm  rock  and  roll  and  radio 

And  always  thinking  'cuz  you  don't  know 

I'm  forever  learning 

Sometimes  burning 

Hardly  tripping 

Never  flipping 

I'm  the  one  kicking  off  jokes 

With  too  many  blokes 

That's  guys 

For  those  not  so  wordly  wise 

I'm  rocking'  the  Kasbah 

Not  making'  you  say  "ah" 

I'm  rocking'  you  like  a  hurricane 

But  this  time  with  no  shame 

I'm  the  one  that's  tired  of  writing 

Fed  up  with  the  fighting 

But  I'm  striking  like  lightning 

These  rhymes  I've  been  making 

Have  got  my  brain  baking 

So  this  poem  I'm  braking 

Like  an  1 8  wheeler 


David  Bowen 


Sweet  Land  of  Liberty 

sliced  in  half 

by  the  power  and  prestige 
of  parties  preoccupied 
with  gaining  votes 
and  petrified 
of  losing  them, 

sweet  land  of  liberty, 
where  the  Republicans 
and  the  Democrats 
wage  a  wordy  war, 

bickering 

but  not  bleeding 

or  dying — 

sweet  land  of  liberty, 
may  you  always  remember 
your  real  name 
and  the  real  warriors 
fighting  the  real  war 
for  who  you  really  are 
and  what  really  unites  you: 

sweet  land  of 
liberty. 
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Thinking  About  You 

is 

expecting  hot  water  in  the  shower 
that  turns  out  to  be  freezing. 

It's 

feeling  I'm  about  to  sneeze 
but  never  sneezing. 

It's  hearing  static  on  the  radio 
when  I  expected  a  song. 

It's 

thinking  I  got  those  questions 
right  on  the  test, 

then  finding  out  I  got  them  wrong. 

It's  biting  into  a  cake 
that  looks  health  free, 
then  instantly  realizing 


it's  healTHY. 


Thinking  about  you 
is  expecting  a  scent 
while  sniffing  a  rose, 

but  breathing  in 
a  frazzled  bee  instead, 
b-zzzzing  furiously, 
clogging  up  my  nose. 

Thinking  about  you 
is  that  moment  after 

I  thought  I  could  lean  further  back  in  my  chair 

when  I  really  couldn't. 

I've  come  to  the  conclusion 
that  thinking  about  you 
is  something  that  I 


just  should  not  do. 
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Michael  Woodard 

Cross  My  Heart 

A  little  boy  and  girl  on  the  playground,  I  was  pushing  her  on  the 
swings 

I  had  dirt  on  my  face  and  she  sat  there  pretty 
Made  of  sugar,  spice  and  all  the  nice  things 
I  stepped  into  the  garden  and  picked  up  a  sunflower 
I  stretched  out  my  hand  and  explained  that  for  her 
I'd  climb  to  the  top  of  the  tallest  tower 

At  least  that's  what  I  always  did  in  my  bedtime  fairytale,  told  by  my 
dad 

He  was  a  quiet  man  of  God  who  gave  me  all  the  knowledge  I  had 

She  grasped  the  flower  as  her  face  turned  red 

And  if  I  would've  known  the  words,  I  would've  said 

I  am  yours  and  you  are  mine 

I'll  cross  my  heart,  hope  to  fly  and  make  a  promise  that  will  not  die 
As  long  as  the  moon  still  hangs  and  the  stars  still  shine 
I  am  yours  and  you  are  mine 

Two  teenagers,  together  in  a  car,  I  was  holding  her  hand 

She  was  smiling  and  my  eyes  were  on  the  road 

Thinking  about  what  I  had  planned 

I  remember  it  like  it  was  yesterday,  April,  half  past  five 

How  could  a  lifeless  moment  make  you  feel  so  alive? 

I  pulled  over  to  the  side  of  the  road  to  a  spot  only  we  knew 

We  sat  in  each  others'  presence  and  words  were  few 

She  then  asked  why  she  was  so  special 

That  I  could  be  with  anyone  else  instead 

I  smiled,  looked  into  her  eyes  and  softly  said 

I  am  yours  and  you  are  mine 

I'll  cross  my  heart,  hope  to  fly  and  make  a  promise  that  will  not  die 
As  long  as  the  moon  still  hangs  and  the  stars  still  shine 
I  am  yours  and  you  are  mine 
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A  man  and  a  woman  on  a  park  bench,  her  head  was  on  my  chest 
We  were  watching  the  people  pass  by,  as  the  sun  was  setting  in  the 
west 

I  had  tried  to  move  onto  someone  better 
But  couldn't  find  a  soul 

She  was  always  the  best  at  bringing  out  the  feelings  I  thought  I  could 
control 

There  was  enough  light  to  barely  see 

Whenever  I  gained  enough  courage  to  ask  her  to  marry  me 
I  thought  I  would  take  advantage  before  the  moment  was  dead 
So  I  reached  in  my  pocket,  dropped  to  one  knee  and  said 

I  am  yours  and  you  are  mine 

I'll  cross  my  heart,  hope  to  fly  and  make  a  promise  that  will  not  die 
As  long  as  the  moon  still  hangs  and  the  stars  still  shine 
I  am  yours  and  you  are  mine 

A  couple  that  had  grown  old  together,  in  a  hospital  room,  my  hand 
was  on  hers 

She  didn't  have  much  time  left  and  her  sight  of  me  came  in  blurs 

I  leaned  down  and  kissed  her  on  the  cheek 

Then  looked  up  as  the  nurse  shook  her  head 

And  said  it  would  be  less  than  a  week 

I  whispered  to  her  calmly  about  the  memories  we  had 

And  that  I  wished  them  to  never  go  away 

And  that  there  will  be  a  place  where  we  will  see  each  other  again  one 
day 

Then  as  she  passed  away  on  that  hospital  bed 
I  laid  my  head  next  to  hers  and  softly  said 

I  am  yours  and  you  are  mine 

I'll  cross  my  heart,  hope  to  fly  and  make  a  promise  that  will  not  die 
As  long  as  the  moon  still  hangs  and  the  stars  still  shine 
I  am  yours  and  you  are  mine. 
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Anna  Parker 

Unending 

A  hearth  fire  is  contained 
Staying  in  its  own  little  place 
Content  to  never  grow 
Burning  for  a  time 
Then  fading  until  extinct 

A  wildfire  burns  brightly 
Growing  every  second 
Enveloping  everything  in  its  path 
Its  flames  never  ending 

So  will  you  be  a  hearth  fire 
Content  in  your  own  little  place 
Or  will  you  be  a  wildfire 
Your  light  never  ending 


Matthew  Woods 


Smooth  Talking  Monster 

I  found  a  zipper, 

On  the  back  of  my  neck, 

Hiding  the  monster  I  really  am. 

The  zipper  is  stuck, 

I  should  know, 

Cause  I  got  it  half  way  down, 

And  I  got  it  stuck  on  my  suit. 

I  need  new  skin, 

Something  that's  me, 

To  allow  people, 

To  see  who  I  really  should  be. 

I  have  crooked  teeth, 

My  hair  in  disarray, 

Covered  up  by  the  niceness, 

I  portray  to  be. 

This  suit  is  scratchy, 

Becoming  uncomfortable  to  be  in. 

My  skin  is  gray, 

Cracked  from  all  the  stress  that  has  been. 

My  eyes  are  bloodshot, 

Looking  as  if  popping  out  of  socket. 

I  am  a  smooth  talking  monster, 

I  have  come  to  find  out, 

Finding  a  zipper  on  the  back  of  my  neck, 

On  skin  I  never  quite  felt  right  in. 
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April  Singletary 

The  Same  Gospel 

How  could  we  let  homophobia  replace  the  gospel? 

The  same  gospel  that  set  the  drug  addict  free 
can  give  the  same  freedom  to  the  gay  man 
who  thinks  that  no  one  understands, 
who  thinks  that  no  one  cares. 

The  gospel  that  told  the  prostitute 
that  her  life  is  worth  more 
than  the  money  she  gets  paid 
every  dark  hour  for  giving  it  up 

is  the  same  gospel  that  can  hold 

the  bisexual  teenager  in  its  arms 

and  say  that  "You  were  created  for 

so  much  more  than  you  could  ever  imagine." 

The  gospel  that  washed  the  murderer  clean 

of  the  blood  spilt  on  his  hands 

by  the  death  of  another  human  being 

is  the  same  gospel  that  can  heal  the  heart  of 
a  transgendered  child  that  was  taught 
that  his/her  kind  has  no  place  in  this  world. 

The  same  gospel  that  we  tell  to  those  who 
commit  the  sins  that  don't  make  our  skin  crawl 
is  the  same  gospel  we  should  tell  to 
those  who  are  told  that  their  lives  don't  matter. 

The  gospel  was  meant  for  all  and  to  all  it  should  be  told. 

It's  not  enough  to  say  "we  love  you"  but  hold  on  to  the  truth 
that  could  set  them  free. 
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It's  not  enough  to  say  "we  care"  but  not  hold  out  a  hand 
for  them  to  grab  on  to. 

We  need  to  be  like  the  Jesus  we  read  about  in  our  Bibles. 
The  Jesus  who  spoke  to  sinners,  ate  with  sinners, 
had  relationships  with  sinners. 

The  Jesus  we  believe  in  is  the  same  Jesus 
who  stretches  out  his  hands  to  the 
gays,  lesbians,  bisexuals,  transgenders  and 
says: 

"God  so  love  the  world  that  he  gave  his  one  and  only  son  that 
whoever  believes  in  him  should  not  perish  but  have  everlasting  life." 
John  3:16 

The  gospel  was  meant  for  us  to  share  with  all, 
not  just  with  the  sinners  that  make  us  feel  comfortable. 
Homophobia  is  nothing  more  than  a  tool  used  by  the  devil 
to  make  us  forget  that  homosexuals  need  Jesus  too. 

They  need  us  Christians  to  stand  in  the  gap  for  them. 

They  need  us  to  be  bold  enough  to  walk  alongside  them 

as  they  fight  against  the  lies  of  the  devil  himself. 

They  need  us  to  be  willing  to  look  past  their  sin  and  focus  on  their 

heart. 


They  need  us  more  than  we  are  willing  to  admit, 
more  than  we  have  ever  even  thought  about. 
They  need  us  to  lead  them  to  a  life  of  freedom. 

They  need  us  to  take  homophobia  out  and  put  the  gospel  back  in  its 
place! 
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Darrell  Kemmerlin 

Who  I  Am 

Am  I  society's  creature? 

Frankenstein  fashioned  all  my  features? 

My  truest  friend  is  in  the  mirror  like  Wayne,  but  my  mother  isn't  Cita. 
Kryptonite  can't  kill  me,  feels  like  my  blood  has  fused  with  ether. 
Either  I'm  accepted  or  rejected,  someone  please  give  me  an  answer. 
I'll  blitz  in  for  a  vixen,  still  don't  fit  in,  I'm  life's  prancer. 
I  stick  out  like  Rudolph,  my  name's  not  on  the  list. 
I  want  to  lead  the  team  and  show  that  I've  been  presented  with  gifts. 
Can't  let  go  of  the  past,  but  past  the  point  letting  my  present  dictate 
my  future. 

I'm  just  walking  with  my  head  up,  mouth  closed,  ears  and  eyes  open, 

trying  to  hold  it  together  like  a  suture. 

Truer  thoughts  have  never  pervaded  my  soul. 

I  had  to  be  myself,  not  who  I  wanted  to  be,  now  all  I  see  is  my  goal. 

I've  paid  the  toll,  now  I'm  living  on  the  Turnpike. 

I  see  my  destination,  it's  just  difficult  to  reach,  I've  got  to  get  this  turn 

right.  The  flames  burn  bright  in  the  abyss  of  my  heart. 

Heart  and  mind  profound,  Michael  Phelps  would  drown  in  any  part. 

I  depart  from  the  terminal  of  hope. 

Sky  dive  into  the  sea  of  guilt,  someone  please  throw  me  a  rope. 
I  hoped  a  change  of  atmosphere  would  provide  the  joy  I  so  desired. 
My  actions  proved  to  be  in  vain;  I  merely  moved  from  the  pits  of  hell 
just  to  dwell  in  the  fire. 

Time  has  expired,  it's  now  or  never.  Took  forever  to  reach  my  current 
position,  but  with  time  I  grew  clever. 

Weather  changes,  but  for  my  changes,  I  gained  others'  malice. 

I  received  it  as  a  challenge  and  learned  how  to  balance. 

I  was  given  talents,  but  I  was  the  one  that  elected  to  bury  them. 

Now,  it's  time  to  showcase,  this  is  no  place  to  grow  weary  in. 

Parry  my  opposition's  advances  and  transform  them  to  something 

good. 

The  nefarious  stares  and  malicious  deeds  finally  began  to  push  me,  I 
always  knew  something  would.  Learned  to  listen  with  my  eyes  and  see 
with  my  ears.  A  truly  wise  man  can  clearly  paint  a  mental  masterpiece 
when  he  masters  the  art  that  lets  him  see  what  he  hears. 
People  come  in  groups,  mobs,  and  pairs;  it  appears  I  come  alone. 
But  that's  understandable;  alone,  I  was  born,  alone,  I've  grown. 
Heart  slowly  hardening  into  stone,  I  never  cry  without  reason. 
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Oddly,  never  cried  resultant  of  death,  but  have  when  my  love  was 
bestowed  upon  individuals  who  were  later  found  guilty  of  treason. 
Now  I  don't  have  many  tears  left  in  my  old,  beaten  and  cold  soul. 
Unstoppable  campaign,  the  world  doubts  me,  let's  take  a  poll. 
Satan  temporarily  stole  my  dreams,  but  I  possess  them  once  more. 
I'm  focused,  hermetic,  nothing  gets  in,  it's  all  on  the  back  porch  and 
my  mind  is  a  house  with  only  a  front  door. 
Was  once  poor  and  technically  I,  alone,  still  am. 
My  parents  provide  my  necessities  and  many  desires  but  I  desire  my 
own,  after  all  I  am  a  man. 

But  even  parents,  no  matter  how  benevolent  and  kind, 

Will  attempt  to  steer  your  destiny,  but  I'm  taking  the  wheel,  this 

journey  is  mine. 

I  walk  that  line;  such  a  fine  line  indeed. 

Blockaded  with  blood-suckers  who  will  smile,  let  you  pass,  wait  a 
while,  then  feed. 

As  you  read,  please  endeavor  to  place  yourself  in  my  shoes. 
Understand  that  I'm,  non-boastingly,  a  winner  in  a  system  designed  to 
make  me  lose. 

I  may  come  out  with  a  bruise,  a  few  scars,  and  a  plethora  of  stories. 
But  I  will  come  out  on  top  and  create  my  own  category. 
Category  5,  the  storm  is  still  brewing. 

That's  already  a  hell  of  a  storm,  so  the  ordinary  being  may  not 
comprehend  or  be  able  to  even  brainstorm  about  what  it  is  that  I'm 
doing. 

Pursuing  my  natural  rights;  life,  liberty  and  the  pursuit  of  happiness. 

And  since  Thomas  Paine  said  I  deserve  land,  I'll  land  on  a  plot  and 

plot  to  build  a  fence;  now  that's  common  sense. 

Can't  permit  anyone  to  see  in  unless  I  choose  to  give  them  the 

privilege. 

God  is  my  rock,  so  I'll  make  sure  I  land  on  him  like  the  Pilgrims  on 
Plymouth. 

Middle  men  spread  the  word,  but  I'm  the  subject  if  I  correctly  observe 
and  recollect. 

Everyone  sees,  no  one  acts,  the  bystander  effect. 

In  retrospect,  I  admit,  my  downfall  was  attributed  partly  to  my  own 

hand. 

Give  me  an  inch,  I'll  take  eight  miles,  I've  only  got  one  chance  to  make 
one  stand.  So  I  stand  alone  but  won't  oppose  any  willing  to  stand  by 
me  faithfully. 

Turn  my  other  cheek  to  my  enemy;  I  will  no  longer  live  hatefully. 
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Jordan  Stauffer 

Weatherworn 

when  it  storms,  I  think  of  you 

and  all  the  storms  you  got  me  through 

how  we  faced  our  own  storms,  too 

those  times  brought  strength  and  proved  us  true 

when  the  sun  shines,  you  come  to  mind 
with  all  our  happy  golden  times 
together  times,  our  faces  shine 
heart  full  of  you,  dear  one  of  mine 

when  it's  gray,  it's  you  I  miss 
our  quiet  love,  the  serene  bliss 
neither  storms  nor  sun,  just  tenderness 
holding  hands,  a  smile,  soft  kiss 

our  love  endured  through  stormy  strife 
the  sunny  times  renewed  love's  glows 
the  grey  times,  though,  built  us  a  life- 
day  by  day,  that's  how  love  grows. 
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Sarrah  Strickland 

The  Girl  With  No  Name 

I  have  abandoned  my  heart  and  all  the  feeling  inside, 
What  an  honest  and  humiliating  guide 
The  effects  are  plain  for  all  to  see, 
But  the  feelings  no  one  knows  but  me 

If  my  heart  I  pledge  no  longer  to  follow 
My  spirit  is  dry,  my  mind  becomes  hollow 
But  if  I  choose  to  stay  with  such  measures 
My  time  will  be  spent  chasing  mortal  pleasures 

Perhaps  a  balance  could  be  met, 

But  should  such  a  balance  exist,  I  haven't  found  it  yet 
I've  forsaken  my  heart  for  all  its  worth 
It's  buried  deep  in  this  cold,  dry  earth 

You  can  try  and  dig  out  my  love,  though  it  is  quite  deep 
For  my  dreams  with  my  heart  have  been  laid  down  to  sleep 
What  is  it  worth?  Is  there  something  to  gain? 
From  a  mind  so  weathered,  from  the  wind  and  the  rain. . . 

Why  should  I  try?  Give  love  a  chance? 

Because  to  me  desires  are  wishful,  a  long  fabled  dance 

It's  not  so  clear  or  easy  to  see 

For  if  it  were,  I  wouldn't  strain  to  see 

But  this  haunting,  oh  this  sentiment  allures 

For  something  worthwhile,  something  that  endures 

I  protest  such,  but  need  it  all  the  same 


For  my  life  without  love  is  like  a  girl  with  no  name 
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Why 

Descending  to  Earth 

through  a  miraculous  virgin  birth 

in  a  lowly  trough  was  laid. 

innocent  child  who  was  born  to  die,  Why? 

Growing,  working,  preaching 

of  the  Father's  love  through  His  teachings 

even  to  the  lowest  and  least  of  these. 

A  ministry  to  sinners  by  God's  design,  Why? 

Judged,  accused,  and  scorned 

Now  ridiculed  by  those  who  adorned 

You  with  palm  branches  and  praise. 

Pharisees,  Roman  oppression,  and  lies,  Why? 

Taunted,  tortured,  beaten  down 
and  gifted  with  thorns  in  place  of  a  crown 
that  violently  pierce  your  holy  visage. 
To  willingly  forsake  your  life,  Why? 

Whipped  and  flailed 

and  Bleeding  from  nails 

that  savagely  bite  deep  into  your  flesh. 

Such  an  unjust  death  to  die,  Why? 

Can  you  not  hear 

the  cries,  taunts,  and  jeers 

ushering  you  to  your  death? 

By  Romans  and  criminals  openly  despised,  Why? 
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The  few  mournful  weeps  and  cries 
while  God's  plan,  realized 
and  fulfilled  in  one  so  dear  as  you. 
Darling  of  Heaven,  my  Savior,  Why? 

At  last  your  life  does  cease, 

lacking  breath  and  strength  to  breathe, 

and  so  it  is  finished. 

Death  has  won,  our  Christ  crucified,  Why? 

You  were  left  hanging  from  a  tree 

so  the  world  may  mock  and  hate  but  see 

God's  unfathomable  love  for  lowly  man. 

Where  words,  tears,  and  emotions  run  dry,  Why? 
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Because 

Since  the  garden  and  man's  sinful  fall 
Death  and  evil  have  imprisoned  and  enthralled 
Man,  and  the  lord  of  this  world  reigned  supreme. 
Taking  souls  into  the  dark  Because 

We  did  not  listen 

And  so  we  watched  as  the  blood  did  glisten, 
Drip,  and  fall  from  His  only  son's  perfect  face 
As  we  taunted  our  savior  Because 

Few  did  understand 

That  God  had  an  unconquerable  plan 

To  save  us  from  the  fate  of  a  sinful  enslavement 

In  such  a  darkened  world  Because 

His  love  did  abound  the  more 
This  amazing  act  of  grace  worth  dying  for 
Meant  that  His  son  paid  the  ultimate  price 
Dying  for  such  unworthy  man  Because 

Grace  is  a  gift  that  is  unmerited 

A  gracious  blessing  that  can  hardly  be  inherited 

But  given  freely  from  a  righteous  God 

To  us;  Undeserving  and  helpless,  yet  saved,  Because  of  grace. 


27 

Gabby  Herrera 

Observations  on  All  Saints  Day 

I  try  to 

try  to  - 

not  account  my  life  of 
any 
value 

nor  as  precious  to  myself, 
if  only 
I  may 

finish  my  course 

-  finish  the  race. 

To  always 
be- 
in  the 

world 
not 
of  the 
world 

-  like  Christ 
like  Paul 
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Like  all  the  saints 

humbled 

obedience. 

But  instead 
I- 

Do  not 

conform 
any  longer 
to  the  pattern 
of  this  world. 

-  live  like  I  am 
not  an  alien, 
eyes  on  the  prize 
waiting  for  the 
Mother  Ship. 

Then  I  - 

offered  up 

prayers  and  supplications, 
with 

loud  cries  and  tears 

press  my  forehead 
to  the  floor 
ask  for 


holy  forgiveness, 
allow  my 
gut  to  speak 
to  the  Creator. 

Good  thing 

The  LORD  is  my 
strength 
and  my 
shield 

You  are  strong. 

Good  thing  - 

My  grace  is 

sufficient 

for  you 

for  my  power 

is  made 

perfect 

in  weakness. 


I  am  weak. 
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At  night 


I  like  to  see  you 

at  night, 

when 

vibrating 

cricket  legs 

form  a 

heartbeat 

and  the 

dead  grass 

is  breathing 

and  the 

breeze  like 

Screamin' 

Jay,  trying 

to  cast  a 

spell. 

We 

edge 

closer. 

Our 

thumping 

hearts 

struggle 

to  get  out  of 

our  skin 

and  hold  hands, 

making 

imprints 

on  our  flesh. 

Magic 

ink-well 

water 

creeps 

toward  us  - 

we  can't 

see  it. 

Our  hands  stay  folded  in  our  laps. 


Salvation  From  a  Pine 


I  have  traveled 

this  trail  years. 

I  know  to 

watch  for  snakes 

I  know 

where  all  the 

webs  are. 

Bud  Light  cans 

litter  the  shrubs. 

Something  new  - 

a  disturbing  bird  call. 

I  imagine  a  vulture 

circling  my  head, 

sensing  the 

dead  animal  in  me. 

My  heavy  gaze 

swivels, 

furry  pine  to  furry  pine, 

needles  sagging  with  the  wind, 

the  sky  a  bluer  blue. 

I  forget  the  old 

carnivorous  bird, 

the  dangling  garden  snake, 

the  sticky  wispy  webs, 

the  empty  beer  cans. 

Instead,  I  listen 

to  musical  pine  needles, 

rubbing 

against 

each 

other, 

f 

a 

1 

1 

1 

n 

g 
on 

me. 
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I  Pried  Open  the  Teeth  of  the  Sun  and  Did  not  Find  a 
Home 

I  look  for  home 
in  the  attic 
first. 
It  is  not 

beneath  the  bed,  not 
behind  the  TV. 
It  is  not 

a  link  on  Google. 

I  go  downstairs 

and  look  for  home. 

It  is  not  in  the  cupboard 

with  the  cans 

of  tomato  paste. 

Not  in  the  bath  water, 

swimming  with  apathetic  Mom 

who  is 

trying  to  scrub  her  life  off. 
Not  in 

the  crumbling 

Jenga  junk  mail  tower 

tossed  on  the  island. 

I  ask  dad 

where  is  home? 

He  is  in  bed 

drooling  over 

Mash  re-runs. 

I  cannot  reach  him. 

Home  is  not 

in  the  basement, 

tossed  like  salad 

with  the  dirty  laundry. 

No  one  slid  it 

inside  a  record  sleeve 

or  dropped  the  needle 

inside  one  of  its  grooves, 

so  we  could 

dance  to  it. 

I  grab  my  keys  and 

lock  the  door. 

Feel  the  engine  rumble. 

Feel  the  road  rattle. 

Something  to  dance  to. 
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Social  Injustice:  Poetry 


Artwork  by  Jessica  Nkwocha.  Black  Tears. 


In  addition  to  our  general  submissions,  the  Sefer  staff  called  for 
submissions  that  dealt  with  our  chosen  theme  this  year:  social  in- 
justice. The  idea  came  from  our  desire  to  see  the  power  of  the  writ- 
ten word  at  work  in  relevant  world  issues. 


This  year,  the  staff  chose  the  poetry  of  Tanja  Sarmiento  to  speak 
out  against  social  injustice.  Thanks,  Tanja. 
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Tanja  Sarmiento 

Human  For  Sale:  50%  Off  Now  Thru  Sunday! 

What  kind  are  you  looking  for,  sir? 
A  child  who  doesn't  know  better? 
A  woman  to  satisfy  your  needs? 
A  man  to  do  your  deeds? 
If  you  look  here,  we  have  variety: 
The  kid's  Hispanic  and  obedient 
She's  a  Korean  immigrant 
He's  African  and  ignorant 

Want  something  in  your  price  range? 
Kids  are  less,  because  they're  smaller 
The  woman:  cheap,  she's  a  whore 
Because  of  his  versatility,  man  is  more 

We  have  anything  and  everything  for  sale 
Just  name  your  price  on  the  child 
Try  a  woman.  A  short  trial,  for  free. 
If  the  man  doesn't  meet  your  standards? 
A  refund  on  the  merchandise,  I  guarantee. 
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Stitch  by  Stitch 

He  stitches  himself  up 

scrape  by  open  scrape 

Each  stitch  pierces  his  heart 

bruise  by  black  bruise 

and  he  wonders  why,  why,  why  why — 

but  he  doesn't  cry 

because  he's  not  a  girl 

Big  boys  don't  cry,  daddy  says 

only  little  girls  do 

and  he's  not  a  little  girl 

he's  a  big  boy 

with  a  bruised  heart 

and  a  bruised  body 

He  stitches  himself  up 

tear  by  unshed  tear 

Each  cry  for  help,  unheard  inside 
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Prose 


"Some  Days,  "Jordan  Stauffer 
Painting 


Rachael  Franks 


Nonfiction 


A  Good  Old  Friend 

I've  generally  always  had  more  friends  who  are  older,  not 
younger.  This  never  seemed  strange  to  me  -  it  always  seemed  fitting. 
Older  friends  can  offer  better  advice.  Older  friends  offer  more 
humorous  stories  of  times  that  were  simpler  and  happier.  Older  friends 
offer  those  wonderfully  powerful  hugs,  always  full  of  love  and 
kindness. 

The  inevitable  part  of  every  life  is  death  -you  can't  escape  it, 
and  it  impacts  every  generation  -  the  loss  of  a  good  old  friend.  You 
try  to  remember  the  "good  old  times"  -  the  ones  they  relate  and  the 
ones  that  were  created.  You  try  to  say  to  yourself,  "He's  in  a  better 
place,  free  from  suffering  and  pain."  You  know  the  circumstances,  and 
pray  he  went  in  peace.  A  fitful  ending  to  such  a  long  life. 

Yet  we  all  know  inside,  from  that  stupid  little  antagonistic 
voice  in  our  heads,  that  a  peaceful  ending  it  really  may  not  have  been. 
Possibly  there  was  pain  and  the  wish  someone  would  hear  and  be  near 
for  that  one  last  fear-inducing  breath.  All  I  can  think  is  that  I  hope 
that  wasn't  the  case — and,  almost  shamefully,  I  hope  that  I  don't  go 
alone  or  anytime  soon.  It  always  seems  like  there's  not  enough  time. 
That  you  went  too  soon. 

Please  know,  my  good  old  friend,  you  and  your  antics  will  be 
heartily  missed.  Now  who  will  be  there?  Who  will  be  there  to  watch 
golf  and  football?  Who  will  be  there  to  give  me  those  air-snatching 
hugs?  Who  will  be  there  to  tell  me  the  music  I  just  played  on  the 
jukebox  is  crap  despite  the  fact  that  I  played  a  little  something  for  all 
genres  and  generations  present?  Your  void  will  be  felt. 

No  more  sarcastic  comments.  No  more  fake-leg  popping  sound 
as  you  walk  down  the  hall.  No  more  smell  of  cologne  and  smoke.  Your 
friends  miss  you.  My  good,  dear  old  friend. 
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Chelsy  Clark  Fiction 

A  Yankee  Revisited 

To  say  Hank  tried  to  return  to  them  would  be  an 
understatement.  He  did  everything  in  his  power,  and  then  some  things 
in  the  power  of  others;  he  even  let  that  clunker  Hercules  hit  him  over 
the  head  again  (after  buying  the  man  a  passage  to  England,  to  boot), 
but  that  only  resulted  in  a  knot  on  Hank's  skull  and  a  nice  black  eye  to 
darken  his  face;  Hercules  quite  liked  being  able  to  pound  his 
superintendent  over  the  head  again,  with  permission  this  time,  but  it 
left  Hank  wanting.  For  many  days,  and  then  on  bad  days  for  many 
years,  wanting  was  all  he  knew. 

He  never  tried  to  go  back  to  America.  Not  once  did  the 
thought  cross  his  mind.  His  loved  ones  were  not  across  the  great 
expanse  of  ocean,  but  instead  the  even  greater,  yawning  expanse  of 
Time.  England  was  exactly  where  he  belonged,  even  if  it  wasn't  this 
England  in  particular.  England  was  the  only  place  he  could  find  them. 

Before  It — because  that  was  what  he  called  the  event,  when 
Merlin  cast  a  jealous  spell  to  make  him  sleep  for  more  than  a  thousand 
years  and  wake  up  alone  in  a  cave  in  the  middle  of  Absolutely 
Nowhere,  Hampshire —  happened,  when  Hank  was  away  at  battle,  he'd 
written  them.  At  least  once  and  sometimes  twice  a  day,  Hank  had 
scribbled  long  letters  that  he  couldn't  send,  told  stories  that  they 
would  never  hear.  The  letters  had  helped  him  feel  connected,  even 
when  he  couldn't  physically  hold  Sandy  and  Hello-Central. 

So  he  tried  again,  writing  pages  and  pages  of  letters  on  both 
his  typewriter  and  by  hand;  Hank  Morgan  wrote  a  letter  to  his  wife 
and  child  every  day  for  the  next  thirty  years.  At  first  he  apologized, 
profuse,  dense  sentences  full  of  guilt  and  self-loathing.  Hank  had  never 
been  one  to  particularly  think  he  was  at  fault  for...  well,  much  of 
anything,  but  now,  he  couldn't  help  it.  He  was  at  least  partially  to 
blame:  if  he  hadn't  left  his  lovely  girls  in  France  to  check  on  the 
condition  of  England,  he  wouldn't  have  ended  up  with  his  best  friends 
and  closest  soldiers  slowly  dying  around  him  while  he  was  cast  into 
unwitting  sleep. 

The  self-deprecating  letters  lasted  a  few  months,  but, 
unsurprisingly,  he  then  ran  out  of  things  to  say.  There  was  only  so 
much  blame  to  be  laid,  after  all.  Then  the  letters  turned  into  long 
missives  about  things  he  missed,  such  as  Sandy's  smile  and  their 
daughter's  chubby  fists.  He  told  them  all  about  the  turn  of  the 
twentieth  century,  about  automobiles  and  electricity,  even  though 
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horses  and  candles  had  done  them  just  fine.  He  wrote  that,  even 
though  he  didn't  know  how  to  get  back  to  them,  blast  it  all,  he  would 
never  forget  their  faces.  Unfortunately,  he  had  the  rest  of  his  life  to 
miss  them. 

Hank  never  made  it  back  to  the  England  he  loved  so  well,  but 
was  stuck  in  the  one  that  had  borne  him.  He  had  always  expected  to 
live  a  long,  prosperous  life — and  he  had,  beyond  his  wildest 
imaginings,  though  he  couldn't  call  the  tail  end  of  it  happy.  On  his  last 
day  he  wrote  his  last  letter,  a  short  thing  about  how  he  didn't  feel  so 
well  and  wished  he  could  have  someone  to  care  for  him.  The  letter  said 
he  felt  so  very  alone.  But  something  about  this  day  felt  different  and, 
though  he  didn't  want  to  hope,  it  almost  felt  final.  That  was  why  he 
gave  the  manuscript  to  that  American  man:  so  he  hadn't  suffered 
completely  singularly,  and  so  that  he  could  get  all  that  weight  off  his 
chest,  if  this  did  happen  to  be  the  end. 

The  last  image  he  saw  before  he  died,  a  delirious  old  man 
thirteen  hundred  years  from  home,  was  of  his  beautiful  blonde  wife  and 
their  more  beautiful  blonde  baby  girl.  He'd  waited  many  (too  many) 
years,  but  now,  it  was  enough. 
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Lakishia  Harrison  Nonfiction 

Camp  Meeting 

It's  the  first  week  of  September  at  Mt.  Carmel  A.M.E.  Zion 
Church  in  Lancaster,  South  Carolina.  Today  we  are  going  to  my 
church  camp  meeting.  I  look  around  the  churchyard  where  there  are 
activities,  food,  and  booths.  Getting  out  of  the  car,  I  hear  all  the 
grownups  and  friends  talking  and  screaming.     "Come  on,  Kishia,  let's 
go  play."  says  Ron. 

Some  people  are  cutting  their  grass;  others  are  cleaning  out 
their  tents.  I  can't  wait!  This  is  the  best  time  of  the  year  for  me.  It's 
still  hot,  but  summer's  over,  and  school  has  already  started.  I  like  com- 
ing to  camp  meeting 
every  year.  I  am  excited 
about  all  the  activities, 
running  around  to  play, 
checking  out  the  booths, 
and  enjoying  the  sweet 
melodies  of  the  church 
choirs  singing  this  week. 

The  first  thing  I 
do  is  help  mom  get 
things  out  the  car.  Then  I 
rush  to  our  tent,  knowing 
that  my  friends  are  waiting  on  me  to  come  play.  As  I  sit  and  watch  my 
mom  decorate,  I'm  excited  and  angry  at  the  same  time. 

"I  wanted  to  go  play  with  my  friends." 

"As  soon  as  you  help  get  everything  squared  away." 

I  have  never  worked  so  fast  in  my  life.  I  help  my  mom  prop  the 
curtains  up,  make  up  the  bed,  and  fill  the  refrigerator. 

"Slow  down!  You  have  all  day  and  week  to  play  with  those 
friends  of  yours." 

"Mom,  I'm  tired."  I  make  my  sad  face  as  I  poke  my  lips  out. 

"You  didn't  do  anything  but  watch  me  work,  ma'am,"  she 

laughs. 

Hours  later,  our  tent  is  starting  to  look  like  a  tree  house,  small 
and  sweet.  My  friends  run  to  the  tent  and  knock  on  the  door. 
"Hey,  Miss  Pat.  Can  Kishia  come  out  and  play?" 
"Yes,  you  be  careful  playing  out  there,  you  hear?" 
"Yes,  ma'am!" 

Mama  gives  me  five  whole  dollars  to  spend. 
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"Let's  go  get  a  candy  apple,  y'all.  The  Lemonade  Lady  is 

here!" 

"Okay,"  says  Ron. 

Running  as  quickly  as  we  can,  we  rush  to  the  booth  as  if  the 
lady  were  leaving.  We  knew  we  are  close  to  the  candy  apples  because 
we  can  hear  her  saying, 

"Smoothies!  Lemonade!  One  dollar!  Candy  apples  one  dollar! 
Two  dollars  with  nuts!" 

"Can  I  have  a  candy  apple,  please?" 

I  can't  wait  to  get  to  the  toy  booth  to  buy  every  type  of  neon 
jewelry  I  can  find. 

"Can  I  have  a  light-up  ring,  necklace,  and  bracelet,  sir?" 

"You're  gonna  light  up  this  whole  place,  young  lady,"  says 
Skeebo  smiling.  "Three  dollars,  please." 

We  put  on  the  glow-in-the-dark  rings,  necklaces,  and  brace- 
lets. Making  my  way  back  to  the  tent,  I  show  off  my  new  light  up  jew- 
elry. I'm  as  happy  as  a  child  could  ever  be.  It's  getting  dark  out.  Pretty 
soon  Mama  will  call  me  to  go  to  the  church  meeting.  Excited  to  hear 
the  choirs  sing,  I  can't  get  to  the  church  services  under  the  wooden 
arbor  fast  enough.  As  everyone  gathers  under  the  arbor,  I  hear  one  of 
my  favorite  gospel  songs: 

"We  praise  you  oh  Lord.  We  magnify  your  name.  We  worship  you  oh 
Lord.  We  magnify  your  name.  Everybody  clap  your  hands" 

Everyone  is  smiling;  we  clap  louder  and  louder  and  sing  along 
with  one  another.  I  leave  the  church  service  with  my  friends.  The 
night  finally  reaches  the  sky.  The  wind  blows  through  my  pig  tails  as  I 
run  along  with  my  friends.  We  are  so  excited  about  racing  to  play, 
"Knock  Knock,  Boom  Boom."  We  knock  on  all  the  tents  that  we  ap- 
proach and  then  hide  as  we  muffle  our  giggles. 

Finally,  I  say  goodnight  to  my  friends,  and  they  go  to  their 
tents  to  sleep.  Mama  greets  me  at  the  front  porch  of  our  tent.  She 
knows  I  can  run  safe  here  without  any  danger. 

"Tomorrow  is  another  day  at  camp  meeting,  Kishia." 

"I  know,  mama.  I  can't  wait!" 

Before  I  fall  asleep,  mama  tucks  me  in  bed  and  tells  me  the 
same  story  I  hear  every  year. 

"You  know,  Kishia.  Your  great  grandma  use  to  come  to  camp 
meeting.  Then,  your  grandma  brought  me  when  I  was  a  little  girl. 
Now  I'm  bringing  you,  and  some  day  you'll  bring  your  children.  Say 
your  prayers,  Kishia." 

I  drift  off  to  sleep  dreaming  about  the  adventures  tomorrow 

holds. 
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Chris  McGill  Nonfiction 

Daniel 

Oh  no,  you  never  let  go,  through  the  calm  and  through  the  storm.  My 
voice  cracked,  but  I  didn't  care.  I  stepped  back  from  the  microphone 
and  closed  my  eyes.  My  guitar  strings  bit  at  my  fingers  as  I  played. 
They  must  have  been  ornery  after  being  kept  up  so  late  last  night. 

G...  Em...  D...C... 

What  was  the  next  line?  My  hands  knew  the  song  better  than 

I  did,  so  I  concentrated  on  Oh  no,  you  never  let  go,  Lord  you  never  let  go  of 

me.  Nearly  a  thousand  people  joined  in,  and  together  we  sang  those 

last  lines  with  a  desperate  strength,  voices  hoarse  from  crying,  giving 

it  everything  we  had.  I  let  the  chord  fade  and  opened  my  eyes. 

*** 

Good  Hope  Baptist  was  built  to  comfortably  hold  three  hun- 
dred people.  Now,  every  seat  was  filled  and  people  stood  shoulder  to 
shoulder  in  the  corners  and  doorway.  The  Fire  Marshal  wouldVe  had 
a  fit.  Actually  he  was  probably  there.  Nearly  our  whole  town  was 
there.  I  stood  for  a  moment  in  indecision.  Sing  the  chorus  again?  I  did- 
n't want  to  stop.  The  moment  was  too  perfect.  But  I  knew  we  couldn't 
go  on  singing  forever.  I  slipped  my  guitar  off  my  neck,  set  her  in  her 
stand  and  walked  off  stage.  The  casket  sat  directly  in  front  of  the 
stage.  It  was  strange  to  walk  past  a  wooden  box  that  held  one  of  my 
best  friends.  Pastor  Jamie  got  up,  prayed,  and  directed  us  to  form  a  line 
to  give  our  last  regards. 

Daniel's  parents  stood  just  after  the  casket.  I  was  near  the 
front  so  I  didn't  stand  in  line  long.  They  had  opened  the  casket  half- 
way. I  stared  at  Daniel's  face.  The  dead  wore  too  much  makeup.  He 
seemed  peaceful,  but  I  wondered  what  he  looked  like  when  they  found 
him.  I  forced  my  feet  to  move  and  walked  to  Mrs.  Emily,  his  mom.  She 
was  a  big  woman,  not  fat,  but  strong  and  tall.  I  was  nearly  six  feet  but 
she  still  had  to  stoop  to  hug  me.  When  I  hugged  her  she  felt  small  and 
weak.  I  said  what  encouraging  words  I  knew;  she  nodded  and  thanked 
me,  wiping  tears  from  her  eyes. 

Bones,  Daniel's  dad,  stood  behind  her.  Jim  was  his  real  name, 
but  I'd  never  heard  anyone  use  it.  He  was  taller  and  skinnier  than  Mrs. 
Emily.  I  shook  his  hand.  He  was  a  hard  man  and  his  grip  was  firm. 
Men  don't  show  pain.  I  learned  that  lesson  from  Dad  and  Gramps.  If  it 
hurts,  cuss  and  get  over  it.  When  you  work  on  a  farm,  there  is  no  place 
for  sissies.  I  never  cussed,  it  seemed  pretty  pointless,  so  I  just  bit  my 
lip  and  got  over  it. 
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I  could  feel  Bones'  pain  though.  He  was  broken.  I  wanted  him 
to  see  the  hope  in  my  eyes  and  feel  it  in  my  grip.  No  words  needed  to 
be  said.  He  looked  at  me  hard  and  nodded,  his  eyes  misty. 

As  I  left  the  building  I  avoided  eye  contact  with  friends  stand- 
ing in  line.  I  knew  I  would  cry  if  I  looked  at  them.  I  made  my  way  out 
of  the  double  glass  doors  and  into  the  parking  lot.  I  cleared  my  throat 
and  waited  for  my  friends  to  come  out.  I  could  be  strong  for  them  now. 
It  gave  me  a  mission,  something  else  to  think  about.  I  stood  there 
waiting.  An  endless  stream  of  people  poured  out  of  the  double  glass 
doors.  I  shook  the  men's  hands,  gently  patted  the  old  ladies  on  the 
back,  bear  hugged  my  guy  friends  and  held  the  girls  as  they  cried.  It 
took  almost  three  hours. 

*** 

It  seems  like  the  other  day  we  laughed  as  we  walked  down  the 
hallway.  It  wasn't  a  very  good  line,  but  it  was  honest.  I  looked  at  it  for 
a  moment,  scribbled  on  the  wide  ruled  notebook  paper.  I  hated  wide- 
rule  notebook  paper.  My  handwriting  was  bad,  and  the  bigger  I  had  to 
write,  the  worse  it  looked. 

I  played  the  chords  and  sang  the  line  again.  It  didn't  seem 
good  enough.  They  never  did.  I  looked  at  the  clock.  2:03  am.  The  fu- 
neral was  at  9:00  the  next  day. 

I  sighed  and  turned  back  to  my  work.  I  could  never  get  what  I 

was  feeling  to  come  through  the  words.  Those  emotions  were  pure, 

perfect,  clear.  I  knew  so  many  others  felt  the  same  way  I  did,  and  I 

wanted  to  write  a  song  that  would  capture  those  feelings,  a  song  we 

could  all  sing  together,  feel  together.  I  looked  at  the  line  again, 

tempted  to  add  it  to  the  crossed  out  lines  above  it.  Oh  well.  I  set  my 

pencil  down  and  started  working  on  the  next  line. 

*** 

Daniel  and  I  had  grown  up  showing  together.  We  were  the 
best,  trading  top  places  almost  all  the  shows.  Well,  except  when  Cam- 
eron Burns  was  there.  The  first  time  she  showed  against  us  was  at  the 
Anderson  County  Fair.  In  showmanship,  you  walk  into  the  ring  in  the 
order  you  arrive.  It  was  best  to  be  the  second  or  third  one  in  the  ring, 
because  you  could  still  catch  the  judge's  attention,  but  your  heifer  had 

something  to  follow,  so  she  wouldn't  be  as  nervous. 

*** 

Daniel  was  second  in  line  and  I  was  third.  We  joked  back  and 
forth  to  ease  our  nervousness  as  we  waited  to  walk  out  into  the  ring.  If 
it  had  been  a  breed  show,  which  judges  the  heifer  and  not  the  person 
showing  it,  Bones  and  Dad  would  have  been  as  nervous  as  us,  brushing 
and  coming  our  heifers  one  last  time  before  we  walked  out,  giving  us 


44 


advice  on  how  to  show  off  her  strengths  and  hide  her  weaknesses.  The 
judge  motioned  us  out  and  we  ended  our  joking.  It  was  time  to  win. 

Showmanship  is  judged  on  the  speed,  quality,  and  ease  with 
which  you  set  up  your  heifer.  We  came  to  the  end  of  the  ring  and 
stopped.  Both  of  us  missed  leading  our  heifers  in,  which  means  stop- 
ping them  so  that  they  are  already  set  up.  We  quickly  moved  one  or 
two  feet  and  looked  at  the  judge,  only  to  find  him  looking  at  the  tall 
pretty  blond  who  stood  right  behind  us,  a  tall  pretty  blond  who  a  few 
laps  later  would  sit  in  first  place.  Miss  Cameron  Burns.  It  was  some- 
thing we  were  going  to  get  used  to.  When  Cameron  came,  she  almost 
always  beat  us  both;  otherwise,  Daniel  and  I  traded  spots. 

*** 

When  I  learned  Daniel  died,  I  was  working  at  Chic-Fil-A,  fill- 
ing up  the  sauce  racks.  It  was  my  favorite  task  to  take  upon  myself. 
When  you  stack  sauces,  you  look  as  though  you're  working  hard,  but 
you're  really  not  doing  much  of  anything.  Looking  useful  while  doing 
nothing  was  a  skill  I  learned  on  the  farm.  If  you're  helping  Dad  or 
Gramps  work  on  something,  you're  not  allowed  to  actually  do  any- 
thing, because  they  might  need  you  to  hand  them  something  at  any 
moment,  and  a  short  moment  at  that,  but  not  as  short  as  their  tempers. 
But  just  standing  there  doesn't  work  either,  because  then  you  look  like 
you're  being  lazy  and  not  helping.  I  finished  the  stack  of  barbeque 
sauces  and  looked  up. 

"Chris,"  my  manager  was  saying  my  name.  I  knew  instantly 
something  was  wrong.  He  spoke  carefully...  too  carefully.  "Come  to  my 
office,  please."  I  followed  him,  running  through  every  bad  thing  I  could 
imagine  happening,  praying  it  wasn't  any  of  them.  It  wasn't.  He 
handed  me  the  phone. 

"Hello."  I  tried  to  sound  like  I  thought  everything  was  okay. 

"Daniel's  dead,  Chris;  he  died  in  a  car  accident  last  night." 

It  was  Mom,  her  voice  trembled  a  little  as  she  spoke.  I  sank 
into  my  manager's  chair,  too  stunned  for  words.  This  wasn't  in  the  list 
I'd  run  over  in  my  head  walking  to  the  office. 

"I'm  coming  to  pick  you  up,  okay?" 

I  hung  up  the  phone,  and  my  manager  poked  his  head  back  in 
the  door."Are  you  okay?" 

I  nodded  and  sat  there  until  he  left.  I  fought  the  tears.  They 
could  wait.  I  didn't  cry  until  I  got  back  home  and  went  into  my  room 
in  the  basement.  I  don't  sob.  Only  tears.  I  just  sat  on  my  bed  and 
watched  them  drip  from  my  face  to  the  floor.  I  wasn't  confused,  angry, 
or  any  of  the  things  I'd  read  about  people  feeling  when  someone  dies.  I 
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was  just  sad.  The  kind  of  sad  that  hurts  deep  down  inside. 

*** 

"Chris?  We're  ready  to  go  if  you  are."  Mom  stood  at  the  top  of 
the  stairway,  normally  she  would  have  yelled  at  me,  but  now  she  spoke 
softly.  I  grabbed  my  guitar  as  I  walked  upstairs.  We  rode  together  as  a 
family  to  church.  We  were  moving  the  body  to  the  cemetery.  I  was 
asked  to  help  carry  the  casket.  We  loaded  it  on  to  the  fire  truck — 
Daniel  was  a  volunteer  fireman,  so  he  received  a  fireman's  funeral — 
and  all  got  in  our  cars. 

As  they  lowered  him  into  the  ground,  the  fireman  stood  and 
sounded  out  his  call  for  the  last  time  over  the  loudspeaker.  We  stood 
straight  and  tall,  hundreds  of  us,  filling  the  cemetery.  The  speakers 
cracked  as  his  call  ended  and  everything  was  still.  A  lone  bagpiper 
stood  under  the  tree.  In  the  silence,  he  played.  The  notes  harsh,  raw, 
and  weeping.  I  fought  the  tears  to  no  avail. 

Steve  and  I  listened  to  the  Spice  Girls  on  the  drive  back.  We 
laughed  about  it,  though  it  wasn't  really  that  funny.  We  just  needed  a 
break  from  the  sorrow. 

#** 

"This  is  Daniel  Jarrard,  sorry  I  missed  your  call."  I  waited  un- 
til I  heard  the  beep  and  hung  up.. The  screen  on  my  phone  blinked  as  I 
ended  the  call.  Twenty-three  seconds.  I  sat  there  for  a  moment  before 
hitting  send  again  for  what  had  to  be  the  twentieth  time.  I  had  left  him 
a  message  earlier,  apologizing  that  I  had  never  gotten  to  teach  him 
guitar.  He  asked  me  several  times,  but  we  never  got  around  to  it. 

It  was  Monday  afternoon.  That  day  was  the  quietest  day  at 
school  ever.  We  spoke  in  hushed  tones  as  we  flooded  the  hallways  be- 
tween classes.  Stopping  to  hug  friends  we  hadn't  had  a  chance  to  see 
yet.  Our  teachers  didn't  make  us  do  anything.  I  think  they  were  hurt- 
ing, too. 

*** 

I  changed  Daniel's  name  in  my  phone  sophomore  year  of  high 

school  at  Crossroads  summer  camp.  After  the  day's  activities,  the  night 

worship  service,  all  the  guys  would  pile  in  Room  111,  Daniel's  room. 

We  would  talk  about  the  day,  and  then  Daniel  and  Perry  Loftis  would 

tell  stories.  They  had  a  gift  for  it,  playing  off  each  other,  weaving  tall 

tales  till  our  youth  pastor  Josiah  came  in  and  told  us  it  was  lights  out. 

When  we  got  back  from  camp  I  changed  his  name  from  Daniel  Jarrard 

to  JArrArD  Rm  111  so  I  would  remember. 

*** 

I  have  stopped  calling  Daniel,  though  he's  still  saved  in  my 
phone.  At  first  it  was  because  I  didn't  want  to  find  out  if  it  had  been 
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disconnected  or  worse  if  someone  else  has  it.  That  doesn't  bother  me 
so  much  anymore;  I  know  he's  gone.  I  keep  him  in  my  phone  to  re- 
member, not  to  mourn.  To  remember  the  adventures,  the  shows,  the 
youth  trips  and  all  the  other  times  we  had  together.  To  remember  how 
much  his  death  changed  me,  grew  me,  and  made  me  into  who  I  am 
today. 


Collin  Fuller 


Fiction 


Sacrifice  Unnoticed 

The  car  howled  to  a  stop  several  inches  into  the  next  parking 
space,  and  all  four  doors  flung  open. 

"Hold  up,  the  key's  stuck."  His  friends  didn't  hear  him  over  the 
pounding  music,  and  probably  wouldn't  have  waited  if  they  had.  The 
driver  jerked  on  the  key  recklessly,  anxious  to  catch  up  with  his 
friends,  and  cussing  as  it  refused  to  budge. 

"God,  this  car  sucks,"  he  whined,  and  as  a  way  to  prove  his 
point,  or  maybe  to  punish  the  car,  he  pushed  the  lit  end  of  the  cigarette 
in  his  free  hand  into  the  headliner,  creating  stale  smoke  and  an  ugly 
black  burn.  He  flicked  it  onto  the  pavement  and  tugged  and  cussed  a 
few  more  times,  before  realizing  that  the  car  was  still  on.  The  blaring 
music  died  as  he  turned  the  key,  and  it  clicked  out  of  the  ignition 
smoothly.  He  sat  back  in  the  seat  and  looked  up  guiltily  at  the 
cigarette  burn  above  him.  Embarrassed,  he  pictured  the  car  his  mom 
drives  every  day,  the  boxy  '89  Chevy  Who  Cares,  with  no  air 
conditioning  or  power  locks.  The  car  he  drove  for  three  years  in  high 
school  before  his  parents  bought  him  this  one,  which  has  run  faithfully 
ever  since.  That  thought  made  him  cringe  and  mouth  something  about 
himself,  and  he  stared  at  the  smoldering  circle  in  his  headliner  for  a 
moment,  feeling  about  two  inches  tall. 

The  picture  of  his  dad's  truck  flashed  into  his  mind,  and  he 
dropped  his  head,  realizing  for  the  first  time  that  he  drove  the  newest 
and  nicest  vehicle  in  his  family.  He  got  out  of  the  car  slowly, 
entranced,  and  stared  at  the  ground  as  he  walked  to  the  store. 

"Cheese  Nips,  Mom,  Really?  These  things  are  awful,  from  now 
on  get  Cheese  /fa. "  The  boy  griped  between  bites,  but  never  stopped 
shoving  them  in  his  mouth  five  at  a  time  until  the  box  was  empty.  He 
tossed  the  empty  box  on  top  of  the  full  trash  can,  and  watched  it  slide 
to  the  ground. 

"Where's  dad?"  he  demanded,  his  mouth  spitting  orange  on 
the  clean  counter. 

"He's  on  his  way,  just  got  hung  up  at  work,"  his  mom  replied 
with  a  sigh  from  the  kitchen.  It  was  six,  and  he  hoped  to  get  back  to 
school  before  the  liquor  store  closed  at  nine.  He  walked  past  his  mom 
with  her  hands  in  the  sink  and  thought  nothing  of  the  mountain  of 
dishes  beside  her,  only  of  the  lack  of  prestigious  junk  food  in  the  house. 
He  heard  the  door  squeak  open  and  he  turned  to  see  his  dad  setting  his 
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lunchbox  and  jacket  down  on  the  floor.  His  cheerful  hello  sharply 
contrasted  the  dingy  look  of  the  grease  and  tears  on  his  blue  pants  and 
lighter  blue  shirt,  and  he  began  emptying  out  his  pockets  on  the 
counter. 

He  asked  his  son  about  his  day,  and  his  smile  dropped  briefly 
upon  seeing  his  son's  packed  bag  and  announced  urgency  to  head  back 
to  school.  "I  got  some  stuff  to  do  for  classes,"  his  son  explained,  and 
the  mother  dried  her  hands  on  her  pinstriped  waitress  apron  and 
started  dumping  some  contents  of  the  pantry  in  a  large  paper  bag.  The 
boy  glanced  at  his  phone  anxiously,  and  his  dad  filled  and  handed  him 
a  paper  coffee  mug, 

"Well,  we  don't  want  to  keep  you  from  your  studies,"  he 
grinned.  The  son  took  the  mug  and  noticed  the  brownish  red  stain  on 
the  bandage  on  his  thumb.  His  dad  noticed  his  gaze,  "Machine  locked 
up  and  caught  me,"  he  explained,  smiling  broadly.  "No  biggie." 

The  son  turned  and  left  a  shoe  print  on  the  storm  door  as  he 
thrust  it  open  with  his  foot.  They  followed  him  outside  and,  his  car 
running,  his  dad  dropped  a  duffel  bag  in  the  trunk  and  eased  it  shut. 
They  prayed  in  a  huddle  by  the  car  as  always,  the  mother  clasping  her 
son's  hand  and  her  husband's,  and  her  son  barely  dropped  his  phone 
his  pocket  with  his  free  hand  before  she  said  "Amen." 

"Be  safe,  study  hard,"  His  dad  said  to  him  as  he  thumbed 
through  his  wallet  and  pulled  out  everything  but  a  few  ones.  He  folded 
the  cash  and  handed  it  to  his  son,  leaving  a  brown  smear  from  his  ban- 
dage on  the  outermost  twenty.  "Thanks  ,dad,"  the  boy  mumbled  as  he 
fingered  through  it  greedily,  realizing  it  was  a  little  less  than  the  last 
time  he  came  home.  His  disapproval  was  not  unnoticed,  and  his  dad's 
face  pinched  slightly  and  forced  back  a  tear. 

"I  don't  want  you  eating  too  much  junk  food  up  there,"  his 
mom  chided,  placing  the  bag  of  fruit  and  snacks  in  his  passenger  seat. 
The  boy  hugged  both  of  his  parents  hurriedly  and  slammed  the  door 
before  his  dad  could  finish  saying,  "I  love  you,  son."  He  sped  in  reverse 
out  of  the  driveway,  glancing  up  briefly  to  wave  at  his  parents  holding 
hands  and  smiling,  still  standing  in  the  driveway. 

The  bell  on  the  door  clanged  loudly  and  shook  the  boy  from 
his  thoughts.  He  beheld  the  wonderland  of  glass  bottles  and  laughed 
as  he  heard  his  friend  as  the  clerk  cockily  if  she  had  a  buggie.  He 
wasn't  sure  about  the  guilt  lingering  almost  in  the  back  of  his  mind, 
and  he  ignored  it  as  he  browsed  the  shelves,  picking  up  the  occasional 
bottle,  considering  for  the  first  time  not  the  alcohol  percentage  of  each 
bottle,  but  the  little  white  sticker  with  the  price.  He  couldn't  help  but 
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think  about  the  day  he  shadowed  his  dad,  sweating  and  grunting  with 
few  breaks  at  the  machine  shop,  and  the  five  pairs  of  identically 
tattered  blue  pants  and  lighter  blue  shirts  his  mom  folded  every 
weekend  after  getting  home  from  the  diner.  He  looked  down  at  his 
own  fashionably  torn  jeans  that  he  bought  two  days  ago  with  his  dad's 
card;  he  thought  how  he  had  told  him  he  had  grown  an  inch  and  his 
old  pants  were  too  short.  Eventually  he  was  able  to  push  the  feeling 
away  a  little,  and  he  really  wasn't  sure  what  it  was  that  he  was  feeling. 
He  absentmindedly  mouthed  the  three  figure  price  of  the  jeans  he  was 
wearing,  not  believing  he  had  actually  bought  them.  He  felt  the  $35 
bulge  of  grass  in  his  pocket  and  winced,  imagining  how  his  dad 
sweated  hours  in  the  shop,  only  for  his  son  and  his  friends  to  get  high. 

"What  are  you  getting?"  His  friend  asked  loudly,  his  own  arms 
clutching  the  necks  of  two  crystal  bottles  of  whatever.  "It's  about  to 
close  dude,  hurry,"  walking  away  he  turned  back  and  added,  "We're 
gonna  need  A  LOT  for  the  party  tonight." 

His  friends  words  bounced  him  back  into  the  store  and  he 
almost  forgot  his  thoughts.  Quickly  scanning  the  shelf,  he  grabbed  two 
bottles  of  his  own,  oddly  disenchanted  by  them.  He  strode  to  the 
counter  and  set  the  heavy  bottles  carefully  on  the  counter,  and  the 
cashier  typed  quickly  and  gave  him  his  total.  He  felt  the  soft,  folded 
cash  in  his  pocket  and  pulled  it  out  to  count  out  the  $61.65.  His  eyes 
focused  instantly  on  the  brownish  red  smudge  of  dried  blood  on  the 
outermost  twenty,  and  he  froze.  He  flashed  for  an  instant  to  when  his 
dad  handed  him  the  cash,  and  his  fingers  tightened.  The  harsh  sting  in 
his  eyes  surprised  him,  and  he  struggled  to  keep  his  face  straight. 

"Um,"  he  attempted,  but  the  break  in  his  voice  made  him  blush. 
He  squeezed  his  eyes  shut  and  peered  out,  trying  to  see  through  the 
gloss  to  count  the  money,  but  again  he  saw  the  blood  smear  on  the 
twenty.  He  gasped  involuntarily  for  air  and  uttered  some  sort  of  low 
moan,  then  clasped  his  mouth.  He  felt  tears  slide  from  his  eyes  and  he 
felt  more  disgusted  with  himself  than  he  ever  had  in  his  whole  life. 

He  sniffed  hard  twice,  his  chest  raising  high  and  dropping,  and 
he  looked  again  at  the  faint  brown  on  the  bill.  This  time  he  lost 
restraint  and  turned  through  the  door  without  a  word,  heaving  gasps 
that  sounded  like  pain,  so  loud  no  one  noticed  the  bell  on  the  door,  and 
he  wiped  with  his  hands  until  the  wet  of  his  tears  covered  every  bit  of 
his  face.  Still  clutching  the  money  in  his  hands,  he  stepped  with  a 
broken  pace  to  his  car,  and  the  thought  of  looking  back  at  the  store 
never  crossed  him.  He  thought  only  that  this  feeling  he  had,  and  how 
he  never  wanted  it  to  go  away. 
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Alyssa  Weaver  Fiction 

At  Eternity's  Shore 

After  a  life  of  toil,  calloused  hands,  leathered  skin,  and 
blistering  feet,  a  man  can  sit  alone  in  the  hum  of  silence  unaffected. 
The  paint  peels  off  the  posts  of  the  creaking  porch;  it  goes  unnoticed 
by  his  clear  blue  eyes.  And  no  one  would  dare  raise  the  issue  after  one 
look  at  the  fragile  wrinkles  and  folds  on  his  face.  His  life  was  hard,  still 
is  hard.  Working  long  hours  for  decades  to  provide  for  his  family,  he 
was  never  asked  about  regrets  or  mistakes.  That  was  never  the 
question.  He  was  a  good  man. 

All  his  life  he  turned  his  eyes  from  men,  young  and  old, 
shaking  their  fists  at  the  sky,  demanding  an  explanation  of  the 
injustice,  the  bad  luck,  the  grueling  misfortunes  they  had  been  dealt. 
But  the  man  holds  his  aches  inside  and  shuffles  under  the  weight 
without  a  bitter  word.  The  view  from  the  old  porch  is  barren:  old  fields 
dried  out  and  unattended  stretching  for  miles.  But  this  is  the  seat  of 
rest  he  feels  he  has  earned  as  a  reward  for  a  life  of  silent  dignity  and 
hard  work:  a  strong,  worn  rocking  chair  facing  the  sepia  desert 
horizon.  A  good  man  works  hard,  seeks  honor,  and  takes  care  of  his 
family;  a  wise  man  has  no  time  for  youthful  pursuits  of  the  spiritual 
when  the  physical  needs  of  family  and  loved  ones  are  rarely  satisfied. 

In  the  deepest  corners  of  his  being,  where  his  eternity  lies  in 
the  scales,  he  waits  on  the  breezy  white  shore  of  a  crystal  ocean. 
He  waits;  sand  wisps  over  and  around  his  veined,  rough  fingers  that 
latch  onto  his  yellowed  cigarette.  The  sun  beats  on  his  face  but  the  salt 
air  keeps  him  from  feeling  the  heat.  His  hollowed  cheeks  still  hold  a 
tint  of  color,  like  the  subtle  pinks  that  glow  before  an  easy  sunrise. .  .or 
those  that  linger  just  after  a  wild  sunset. 

His  hands  sink  down  to  the  firm,  damp  sand.  His  eyes  avoid 
the  open  sky.  Instead,  he  stares  directly  at  the  horizon.  His  eyes  do  not 
search  the  line  but  remain  fixed.  There  is  no  frustration  or  anger  in  his 
gaze.  He  has  been  expecting  his  meeting  with  the  horizon  ever  since 
he  lost  his  wife.  But  it  has  not  come.  Years  have  passed.  Still,  he  does- 
n't know  he  is  in  a  staring  contest  with  a  bigger  end  than  the  end  his 
creaking  bones  and  tired  muscles  yearn  for.  He  waits  with  soft  hope 
and  a  faint  sting  of  fear,  never  looking  to  the  sky  demanding  an  answer 
for  why  he  still  remains. 


51 


His  rocking  chair  creaks  as  his  foot  slips  from  the  bottom  rung 
it  rests  on.  The  thud  of  the  rubber  sole  is  absorbed  into  the  silent  hum 
of  emptiness.  His  bones  are  stiff  but  a  cringe  doesn't  cross  his  thin  lips. 
The  once  eager  fingers  loosen  their  grip  on  the  yellowing  cigarette, 
forgetting  the  mundane  task  they  have  been  given  by  the  man  in  the 
name  of  rest.  Without  thinking,  he  takes  his  eyes  off  the  desert  horizon 
to  retrieve  it.  But  before  he  leans  back  into  his  hard  throne,  the  silence 
breaks.  A  song  that  cannot  be  absorbed  into  the  empty,  dull  hum  drifts 
towards  him  from  behind.  A  granddaughter,  only  a  mere  child  in  his 
eyes,  sings,  new  life  breezing  through  the  open  window  at  his  back... 
calling  him  back,  reminding  him  there  is  still  life  here.  And  for  a 
moment,  the  unchanging  horizon  is  forgotten. 
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Drew  Wilborn  Fiction 

Shiny 

There  they  were.  At  the  bank.  It  was  an  ordinary  bank, 
stately,  somewhat  large.  It  was  in  the  busy  part  of  town  and  had  white 
columns  out  front.  There  they  stood,  waiting  in  line,  just  waiting.  I 
don't  think  they  even  knew  what  for. 

There  was  the  woman  in  the  red  business  suit,  the  kind  with 
broad  shoulders,  impatiently  staring  alternately  at  the  teller  and  her 
watch,  tapping  her  foot  in  that  irritatingly  irritated  way.  There  was 
the  young  man  with  his  first  paycheck  ever,  proudly  waiting  to  open 
an  account,  ready  to  cross  into  manhood.  There  was  the  little  family 
making  a  withdrawal  so  they  could  visit  the  family  they  left  in  their 
home  country.  There  were  others,  too,  but  they  all  look  the  same,  all 
waiting  to  live  their  own  lives. 

Then  there  was  the  teller,  oh  the  poor  teller.  She  was  having  a 
bad  day.  She  was  the  only  one  working  up  front  today  because  it  was 
supposed  to  be  a  slow  one.  She  had  not  had  a  break  in  several  hours 
and  she  could  not  shake  the  feeling  that  something  bad  was  going  to 
happen.  But  the  customers  in  front  of  her  demanded  that  she  shrug 
that  feeling  away. 

Tapping,  staring,  and  waiting.  Waiting  at  the  bank.  A  man 
came  in.  The  teller  noticed  he  wore  a  black  trench  coat  with  a  hat  to 
match  the  sinister  look.  He  reached  into  his  pocket  and  the  teller 
knew  this  would  be  the  end — of  her  safety,  of  her  job,  maybe  of  her 
life.  Then  he  threw  something  into  the  air.  It  erupted  into  beautiful 
light,  a  great  sun  in  the  middle  of  this  ordinary  bank.  The  people  all 
stared.  It  was  so  bright,  so  mysterious  it  demanded  them  all  to  gaze 
into  its  depths  and  try  to  understand  it,  to  revel  in  it.  The  teller  felt 
safe,  the  young  man  felt  strong,  the  woman  was  finally  still.  The  little 
family  felt  hope,  everything  was  going  to  be  ok  as  long  as  they  kept 
staring  into  this  beautiful,  shining  light. 

Then  it  was  ripped  away.  And  the  darkness  came. 

The  teller  screamed!  Everyone's  heart  started  racing,  but  no 
one  spoke.  All  the  money  was  gone.  Everything  they  had  all  worked 
so  hard  for  was  taken  from  them  in  an  instant.  That  beautiful  light 
was  a  lie,  a  distraction,  an  illusion.  Maybe  it  wasn't  really  light  at  all. 
The  man  was  gone  too.  No  one  knew  who  he  was,  although  one  little 
girl  described  him  later  as  very  scary,  but  kind  of  nice-looking  too. 
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I  saw  it  all.  I  was  there.  I  didn't  look  into  the  light,  and  I 
wasn't  distracted  by  its  beauty.  But  I  still  just  stood  by  and  waited.  I 
waited  for  someone  else  to  act,  and  I  lost  everything.  We  all  lost.  We 
just  stood  there  and  watched  the  world  fall  away  from  us.  All  for 
something  shiny. 
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Monique  Gaboriau  Fiction 

Mint 

The  blazing  sun  beat  down  yesterday,  almost  exactly  like  it 
did  on  our  wedding  day.  We  had  a  beach  wedding,  full  of  friends, 

family,  and  cheap  wine.  Her  dress  was  made  of  silk  and  her  lips 
tasted  of  mint  gum.  She  always  knew  that  I  loved  the  taste  of  mint. 
After  our  wedding  we  came  here,  to  this  park.  The  park  was  our 

favorite  place  to  relax  and  just  feel  the  wind  hit  our  skin.  The 
grass  was  always  so  fine  and  felt  like  magic  between  our  toes.  She 
never  judged  me  for  not  wearing  shoes;  she  understood  why  this  was 
so.  But  yesterday  the  wind  was  blowing  harder  than  usual.  The  wind 
began  to  nudge  me  and  I  decided  to  just  follow.  Each  blade  of  grass 
slipped  between  my  feet  as  I  walked;  it  was  nothing  but  relaxing.  A 
faint  sound  of  rushing  water  tickled  my  ears.  I  knew  it  was  the  river 
where  I  proposed  to  her.  This  made  me  reminisce,  reminisce  of  the  day 
she  made  a  perfect  picnic  basket  and  brought  me  to  the  place  we  had 
our  first  kiss.  Her  lips  also  tasted  of  mint  that  day.  Thinking  of  these 
thoughts  made  me  stumble.  It  wasn't  completely  my  fault.  I  had  for- 
gotten about  the  rocks  near  the  river. 

As  my  hands  hit  the  ground,  my  knees  scraped  the  stones. 
The  sudden  sting  of  broken  skin  hit  me  and  I  became  weary.  I  reached 
nervously  around  me  to  find  my  white  cane  and  instead  found  my 
hands  swimming  through  a  pool  of  something  thick  and  warm.  I  found 
my  hands  tracing  over  a  somewhat  worn  down  sandal.  My  hands 
continued  mindlessly  and  eventually  touched  a  past  life.  The  body  was 
cold  and  stiff.  I  trailed  my  hands  upward  searching  for  a  face.  I  grew 
flushed  and  cold.  My  fingertips  traced  the  cheeks,  the  eyes,  the  nose, 
and  the  lips.  She  was  all  but  familiar;  though,  I  knew.  I  leaned  in  for  a 
kiss.  There  was  a  formidable  taste  of  blood  and  a  faint  touch  of  mint. 
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